OUR AMBASSADOR KING

the Prince in Australia, not even a railway accident. This
happened near Bridgetown. The Prince had a most
fortunate escape. Cattle wandering on the line had caused
the train (consisting of sleeping-coaches) to slow down,
A single track ran through this part of the swampy
forest-lands and the recent rains had undermined its
foundations. The rails gave way and two coaches were
overturned* When the news was first released in Aus-
tralia, there was great consternation and exaggerated
versions, born of acute anxiety, were in temporary cir-
culation. Happily, only one person, the Prince's surgeon,
was injured as a result of the accident, and he no more
than slightly.

The Prince himself was jolted and thrown about, and
was unable to escape from his sleeper until some assis-
tance was brought. His first thoughts were for his
diaries and private papers. Then, when he discovered
that nothing serious had resulted, he perceived an oppor-
tunity for a pleasant diversion. He packed some hampers
and, with some of his staff, went for a tramp and a picnic
until the breakdown gang arrived. But if he was inclined
to make light of the incident, he soon discovered that the
Australians took a more serious view. Indeed, there is a
singular contrast between the thought of thanksgiving
services in the cathedrals and churches of the Common-
wealth and a photograph of the Prince standing by
the overturned coaches. In this picture he appears to
be wearing the grey suit which was a factor in Sydney's
capitulation, and, although he is wearing a cap, he has
also taken care to rescue that soft brown hat which also
played a part in the tour. Not for the world would he
be losing that shapeless thing. No great urgency is
apparent at any point in the scene. On everyone's face
can be read, only too plainly: "Well, nothing can be
done about it."

But to the reader of this narrative the accident serves
to bring home once again the immense physical stress
of these Empire journeys. Canada's welcome had put the
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